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PHANTASIES 


Dw ID phantasies, fleeting shadows kindled to existence, 
Transient hour of glorious pageantry, 

Vignettes through a silver frame. 

Radha, poised in tender reverie, 

Jasmine blossoms deck her lacquered tresses, 

Shining anklets grace vermilion feet beside the Jumna, 
The sacred Jumna, silver as the loved one’s fluted call. 

I bid her sad adieu, and pass along another cherished path 
To lumine other lamps. Mumtaz,’neath her jewelled veil, 
Flow'ring memory of love in alabaster glory; 

Through the darkness gleams another scented symbol, 
Seeta, fair and gallant as eternal womanhood, 

Dauntless, wavering not o’er crimson paths of sacrifice. 

I am as a child lost amid my dreaming phantasies, 

Vivid shadows with the breath of seeming life, 

Transient lamps to cheer the traveller on his mundane way, 
Light some lonely eyes to laughter 

Ere they fade into the nothingness of Time. 


HEARTS DESIRE 


Give me a flower 

To lift her fragrant face 
Through wayside grass, 
A little flower to curtsy 
As I pass. 


A wild sea-gsull 

To call from native cliffs 
Far o’er the sea, 

A wild sea-gull to send 
Eler cry to me. 


A sunset’s gold 

To light the western sky 
With flaming beams, 

A sunset’s gold to bind 
My truant dreams. 


Give me these three: 

A flower, a sea-gull’s call, 
A sunset’s fire, 

And I will rest content 
With heart’s desire. 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


Dis star has set across the Last Great Frontier, 

Beyond the glow of Crescent Moons within our sky 

Shorn of its brightest gem of fourscore years whose lustre 
Flooded the universe with songs of matchless beauty, 
Lighting our mortal dreams to higher loveliness. 

We who have proudly lived within his age of genius, 
Stirred by its rare achievement to hope and true awakening, 
Gaze into the trackless heavens, sorrow-laden, 

Seeing no more that beacon’s radiant inspiration; 

Yet earthbound as a million stars his soul lives on 

In fadeless flowers to blossom through the mists of time, 


Our precious heritage of music down the years. 


DAWN 


Aurora's blushes shimmer through her veil 
Of golden hair, 

The east is lost in ecstasy within 
Her arms so fair, 

Her smile, her kisses gleam upon the clouds 
That passing by 

Go drifting, ever drifting, ever dreaming 
Through the sky. 

And promises as sweetest music ripple 
On the breeze, 

And whispers of another day steal o’er 
The languorous seas, 

The moon, poor pale Diana, fades beneath 
The light of morn, 

' And earth and sky and universe salute 

The blushing dawn. 


ADIEU 


To the Dying Year 


®), Dying Year, you pass 
With all our dreams, 

O, Dying Year, you fade 
And yet it seems 

You take our memories, 
Our pinchbeck thoughts, 

The smiles, the gladsome laughter 
Joy has brought, 

And in the Land of Dead 
Forgotten Years 

You, too, will rest with all 
Our smiles, our tears. 

Adieu, now you must pass, 
Time rings your knell, 

O, Dying Year, farewell, 
Farewell, farewell. 


STORM 


TORM clouds gallop o'er the heavens, 
Wild winds rush on boisterous wings, 
Leaves swirl madly, softly, sadly, 
Whispering adieu, poor things. 
Through the melancholy darkness, 
To the whirlwind now I throw 

All my bitterness and sorrow, 

Dulcet dreams I used to know, 

Fling away my fond illusions, 
Nothing, nothing will I keep, 

Then my heart can rest in silence, 
And my tired soul can sleep. 


EPITAPH 
To My Father. 


De was a symbol of courtesy and old-world loveliness, 
His mind a spring of fresh translucent vision 
Discerning in its charity the best in others; 

From his wealth of intellect a brilliance shone 

To light my questing heart from early childhood’s day 
In fields of beauty; yet withal so unobtrusive, 

His the life of true simplicity in greatness, 

A man apart from lesser men. 


LIFE 


LAUGHTER and sunshine and love, 
Youth innocent of the years, 

Shadow and sorrow and mist, 

And the tears. 


Hardship and trial and care, 
Sickness and struggle and strife, 
Death and despair and the grave, 
Afterwards, Life! 


NATURE'S MUSI 


Cue sky in all its azure loveliness 

Encrusted with its stars of silvery white, 

The lucent moon behind the gliding clouds, 
And Nature’s breezes sighing through the night 
With tenderness caress the fragile flowers, 

And murm'ring through the slender, graceful trees 
With gentle harmony and tranquil peace 

Sweep o’er the surface of the moonlit seas. 

Or weeping sorrowfully Heaven’s winds 

As melancholy music full of tears, 

Moan sadly where the seagull’s haunting cry 
Evokes the memories of faded years, 

The memories of childhood’s happiness, 

Of silent, ardent dreams, and ceaseless strife, 

Of sorrows and the irony of Fate, 

The bitter-sweet existence that is Life. 

And then, and then when gleams the ruddy dawn, 
And sunbeams kiss the blushing skies to calm, 
When pearl-mist clouds pass lightly in the east, 
And perfumed air is sweet with birdling psalm, 
The soft winds whisper strangely of a Land 
Aglow with buoyant life o’er earth’s dark sod, 
And breathing of a great celestial joy 

The incense-breezes chant their praise to God. 


PRIDE 


Finp Pride is but a cursed thing, 
A foolish passion, petty, small, 
Creation of man’s vanity, 

A grinning despot over all 

His higher ideals, nobler self, 

A barrier ’gainst his creed, his God, 
A rigid tomb, a monument 

©’er manhood sleeping in the sod. 
Poor fool! his little day will pass, 
For Time e’er brings the moth, the rust- 
Can all man’s pride redeem his soul 
When there are ashes left, and dust? 
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THE JOYS OF LIFE 


Tl LIVE for the joy of living, 
And the sunbeam’s fervent glow, 
I live for the song of the little birds, 
And the river’s ceaseless flow; 
I live for the dreams that passing 
Echo sweetly through the years, 
I live for the lucid skies, the flowers 
A-wet with dewy tears; 
I live for the joy of living, 
For the peace through the fret and the strife, 
For the open road, and the setting sun, 
And the beautiful things of life. 
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PERHAPS 


[eruars when sunset warms the western skies, 
Or pearly dawn as bright as angel eyes 

Breathes benediction o’er the eastern blue, 

. Perhaps they will come back, the dreams I knew, 
And shining through the sunshine and the rain 


Return within my wistful soul again. 


Perhaps with laughter smiling through the tears, 
And all the disillusionment of years, 

They will return, God grant this may be so, 
Perhaps—but ah, but ah I do not know, 

And then, when I have crossed Life’s transient sea 


Perhaps my dreams will journey home to me. 
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THE FOURTEENTH OF JULY 


(Written for the souvenir booklet of the 
Alliance Francaise of Bombay, 1941) 


cy Day of great ideals and courage bold, 
Breathing the freedom of historic yesterdays, 

The golden symbols of fair liberty, 

Equality and brotherhood, we greet thee silently, 
Remembering in the harbour of the soul 

The old traditions of an honoured race, 

The old traditions which can never die 

Through all the anxious vigil of the night, 

Despite the veil of tears and desolation. 

O Day thou wilt be born again in richer splendour, 
Thy dawn dispelling all the powers of darkness, 
Thy flag unfurled above the dust of evil things. 
We look beyond the gateway of the future 

To sanctity of homes where faith is born again, 
We look towards the face of Truth and Life and Freedom, 
The gallant rebirth of our Motherland. 
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IN MEMORY OF BISHOP CHITAMBAR 


Ks the radiance of the sunset hour lingers till the purple dusk, 
So the memory of a glorious life remains with us, 

Herein lies solace tho’ he has passed from out our midst; 
For rich as a shining tapestry filling the void of his presence, 
His memory lives in all its purity and grace, 

Kindliness and truth, the gay, sweet gift of laughter, 

That spirit of eternal youth, with courage interwoven, 

And through the pattern gleaming as a golden thread 

His steadfastness of faith, devotion to his God. 

The radiance of the sunset lingers in the quiet sky, 

While memory breathes its glowing inspiration 

To soothe our pain, the anguish of our sorrow, 

And we shall lift our eyes unto the hills, remembering, 

Till that Great Dawning wipes away all tears and loneliness. 
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FAIRYLAND 


JBivuz star-decked skies enwrapped in moonbeam light, 
The flash of rainbow wings between the trees, 
And sweetest strains of mystic music mingled 
With laughter floating on the scented breeze. 


A dancing of the tiny, fairy feet 

That tread so lightly o’er the silvered grass, 
A gleam of curls, a glimpse of laughing eyes 
As whirling on the dainty dancers pass. 


Then through the veil of fading, moon-kissed shades 
The eastern sky stirs languidly to light, 

Dispelling as a latent, lilting dream 

The fairy phantoms of the magic night. 
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THE PLAY 


Blyp Time sweeps on with a heigh-hi-ho, 

And the world swings round with a jest, 

While the white moon gleams in her cold disdain, 
And the sun laughs down in the west; 

For Life unfolds as a garish play, 

And the Universe mocks with a smile, 
Applausing sardonically each of the troupe 
Arrayed in his costume of guile. 

Here comes Fortune’s darling, a weak selfish fop, 
And a group of the very select, 

With the critic alongside the gossiping mob, 

And the “Dear, what can you expect!” 

‘Ah, here is the white man ignoring the black, 
The prosperous enshrined in his car, 

And the rest of the crowd patronising and vain— 
Great heavens! the snobs that men are! 

Yet the play beguiles to the endless end 

As a painted, fraudulent fate, 

While the soul of humanity lost in the wings 
Lies shadowed, and out of date! 
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DEATH'S BEAUTY 


Cure is beauty, fragile beauty in the tender withered flower, 
There is beauty, radiant beauty in the dying sunset’s hour, 
There is beauty, mournful beauty in the fading of a dream, 
There is beauty, softened beauty hid in Death’s last vital gleam. 
There is beauty, tranquil beauty on still countenances dear, 
There is beauty, silent beauty in the passing of a year, 

There is soft, beloved beauty on a dying Saviour's face, 
Transcendent love and beauty that enfolds the human race. 
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WHISPERING LEAVES 


Flin D friends, like whispering leaves 
Must pass us gently by 

Along life’s rippling stream, 

Beneath the silent sky. 


Sad is this drifting past 

Of every cherished dream, 
And hopes of friendship dear 
Along life’s rippling stream. 


But nothing that we love 
Is left, and so there must 
Be sighing, whispering leaves 
That pass as saffron dust. 
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IN THIS OUR TIME 


J ROM out the travail of our generation, 
In this our time of blood and toil and tears, 
From out the war-torn dust and desolation, 
Amid the chaos of these poignant years, 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 


From out the pestilence and persecution 
Which threaten all the freedom of the earth, 
And spread their evil talons of pollution 
O’er all the fairness Thou hast given birth, 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 


When from their bondage and obliteration 
The trampled nations grope through darkest night, 
Their souls aflame in silent conflagration 
Await the passing of the evil blight, 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 


O fill our hearts with blessed inspiration 
Beneath the shadow of Thy mighty wings, 
And victory will be ours in consecration 
Before the altar of the King of Kings, 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 


And rising as a radiant constellation, 
Our proud courageous armies sweep the sky 
Towards the goal of full emancipation, 
Believing in a Love that cannot die, 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 


The golden Dawn will break o’ er tribulation 

And victory stem the anguish of our pain, 

Symbolic in a glorious restoration 

That peace and beauty walk the earth again; 
We lift our eyes unto the hills to Thee 
God of the brave, the true, the free. 
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MOTHER'S FACE 


Wourur UL perpetuity of spirit 

Rutilant through chiselled light and shade, 

Time's patterned beauty merged to fullness 

Of womanly percipience, kindness, truth. 

Devoid of simpering vanity her dear face smiles 

Its wonted inspiration, lustre of the years’ felicity. 
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THE TEMPLE GARDEN 


Alu Love! You came to me on wings of night, 

Secretly in darkness, the purple darkness — 

Why have you left me now? I am lost 

Amid the roses of your temple garden, 

I am drowned beneath the cold, proud lotus buds, 

And silver paths have caught me in their maze. 

I am afraid—The gold bell tolls before the shrine, 

And nightingales within the grove enfold me 

In a silken mesh of song; the palm trees whisper 

Wrapt in star-kiss'd ecstasy, their shadows 

Twining round my feet, lost feet that search the way. 

Ah Love, what care I for your temple garden 

When you have gone? For I can never touch your hand again, 
Your lips, sweet as the temple roses, cool as the lotus buds at dawn. 
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HEROES 


Cuey wear no glorious laurel wreaths, 
Or haloes round their head, 

The blatant, thoughtless world cares not 
That they are dead 

Without a future, selfish fraught, 

But bound to living death, 

In suff’ring, immolating self 

With every breath, 

These unknown heroes softly go 
Through Life, but then we do not know. 


WILL-O’-THE-WISP 


To Happiness 


UO -o-the-wisp, Will-o’-the-wisp, 
Sought so oft in vain, in vain, 

Where wilt thou be found again ? 
Will-o’-the-wisp. 


In the heavens blue and clear, 

O’er the water’s fragile foam, 

We have wandered far from home, 
Will-o’-the-wisp. 


Lost in dark, elusive shadows, 
Shining in the sunbeam’s light, 
Just a flash, again the night, 
Will-o’-the-wisp. 


Will-o’-the-wisp, Will-o’-the-wisp, 
We poor fools the world have trod, — 
Knowing not thou art of God, 
Will-o’-the-wisp. 


THE DYING SWAN'S FAREWELL 


An impression of Anna Pavlova's Swan Dance. 


Als AREWELL, bright stars, great silver moon, farewell, 
The waters far below are calling me, 

But I must take my last, my last, lone flight 
Through star-dust heavens wide and blue and free. 


The winter night is cold, and I am weary, 
And breezes sway the rushes with a sigh, 

Moonbeams, kiss my snowy wings once more 
Before I die. 


Farewell, my heart is breaking with its sorrow, 
I always loved you so, dear moon, dear sky, 

And now, and now I pass away forever, 
Goodbye, goodbye...... 


A mournful silence reigns, the singer falls 
As whitest lightning, one low, parting cry, 
Then down beneath the waters echoes linger, 
“Goodbye .... Goodbye....” 


PRELUDE TO VICTORY 


Cue campfire burns in some dark nemorous glade, 
As pagan music, wild, unfettered, free: 

Its salient tongues in russet brilliancy 

Another generation’s cavalcade 

Emblazon, through the somnolence of night; 

Not as vain phantasies, unreal, frail, 

But as intrepid souls who will prevail 

In freedom’s name to succour from the fight 
Inherent values that will never die 

Distained in silence ‘neath marauding tread; 

But proud, triumphant as the deathless dead 
Whose vanguard lit a pathway through the sky, 
Emblossomed Spring will merge as morning dew . 
O’er drooping petals in her soft caress, 

Her fragrance warm with life and tenderness, 
Embellishing the earth in bloom anew. 


